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Prologue 


Author's Notes: 
This is just a prologue before jumping into the lb year old Amelia\'s POV. 


Mum had always told me that | was a part of a bigger picture, that | was related to someone important. | 
didn't know what she meant. 

She and Uncle David - they used to share these knowing looks that always spoke more than they ever would. 
And what would | do? | would just keep playing on the piano with and ever loving Uncle Rick, with Uncle Roger 
sitting in a chair not to far from us smiling. Uncle Nick would sit on the sofa, watching, drumming a beat on 
the table in front of him. 

| loved it, | loved my "uncles" They were an amazing part of my childhood. 

One day, | decided to walk over to mum and Uncle Dave when Uncle Rick went to the bathroom. Uncle Roger 
tried to stop me, but o course | liked to defy the man, 

"David, she's going to figure out it one day." mum was saying. | hid behind the wall so she wouldn't see me. 
"It was a mistake, Jenny, just accept that. OF course I'll support you two, but you need to stay with James." 
Why was Uncle Dave talking bout my daddy? 

"He might kill her though!" Mum argued. 


"He won't, | know that. Eventually James will completely claim her and she can live a normal life with you two." 
| decided then to walk in. The two in front of me turned to look to see who would interrupt them, just smiling 
when they saw me. 

"Hey, pumpkin," Dave said, opening his arms to me. 

"Uncle Dave!" | squealed in delight and ran into his arms. He picked me up and kissed my cheek, allowing me to 
cling to him happily. 

Auntie Polly walked in, blanching at the sight of us. 


That was the last summer | saw my "uncles" in my childhood. 


Ten Years Gone 


Author's Notes: 
Some of these events are based off of authors real life, some are not. 


| stand still in the night air that isn’t quite cold enough for a jacket, yet not warm enough to go without any 
coverage at all. | fiddle with the zipper on the hoodie I'm wearing, the embroidered sun looking worn after 
owning it since my Freshman year o high school. The arms still hang past my hands, obscuring the pale, 
calloused drummer qualities of them. 

| still remember the last time | saw Dave and my "uncles." It was just before | found out that David was really 
my father. Of course | had suspected it when | had walked in on them talking about it, but it wasn't confirmed 
until.. 

Until mum and James had died. And | saw the porno of them. 

Mum died last summer on my fifteenth birthday, James shortly after that when he went to Australia. Of 
course | had warned him that if he went to Australia he would die because he couldn't even go to Canada 
without wrecking his motorcycle and leaving him hospitalized for awhile. 

I've been living on my own since, acting as if my life hasn't really changed. | started to drum to make money, 
encouraged by my close friend, Logan. 

Finally | walk back into the bar where Logan | had a gig earlier. | barely made fifty dollars - just enough to fill 
the tank of my ‘12 Chevelle SS, the only thing that James had left in his will to me. 

Logan waves me over to the little corner booth he managed to snag. "Hey, Nirvana" 

| smile at the endearing nickname that he gave me my freshman year (Our mutual friend Jarrett had 
introduced us, but the next day Logan couldn't remember my name and | was wearing a Nirvana shirt, so he 
called me Nirvana). "Hey, Crash." My own endearing nickname for him that | gave him late on that same year. 
"Dinner's on me tonight." Logan gestures to the two burgers on the table with french fries. 

"It truly is." | smirk slightly as | wipe so ketchup off of his stubbly chin with a nap kin 

"Maybe | was thinking of going ginger." Logan snipes back at me. 

"You already are, Captain Obvious." | laugh for what feels like the first time in ages. 

We eat in a comfortable silence, occasionally him asking questions about how I'm doing and if | need any help 
and all that. | politely decline his worrisome help, knowing that | my ego won't allow me to accept the help. 
"So, what are you going to do for Christmas break?" Logan asks out of the blue. 

| raise a brow, slightly surprised, considering he graduated my Sophomore year. "I'm probably going to go see 
my real dad." 

| see. Who's that?" 

"David Gilmour of Pink Floyd." 

"Don't you think that itll be a little weird with how--" 

"He's gonna have to accept the act that | grew up with the music he made and thus wear a lot of Pink Floyd 
shirts and other classic band shirts." 

"How long has it been?" 


"Bout I0 years." 


"Man, that's a long time." 

"Yeah, well, mum was trying to move to England so | could grow up with him as me dad, but he insisted that | 
grow up with James as my daddy." 

"Did he at least support you?" 

"Until James told him to sod off when | was eight." 

We continue to eat quietly. 

"Got a quarter?" | ask Logan. He fishes in his pocket for a moment before producing four of the silver coin. | 
take the coins and excuse myself to the bathroom. 

There are many people still in the bar, | notice as | pass on my to the bathroom. Our equipment still sits up on 
the little stage, waiting for us to pack them up. 

In the bathroom, | find myself completely alone. | lock the door behind me, wanting a few moments of privacy 
to think before going on for one more set with Logan. 

| head to the mirror and stare at the pale girl staring back at me. A halo of fuzzy brown curls surrounds my 
head, a little curl falling st in front of the large framed glasses perched upon my nose. My two different 
colored eyes stare back at me, looking lonely as ever. 

As | step out of the bathroom, | put a quarter into the jukebox and select Led Zeppelins "Ten Years Gone" 


before returning to Logan and finding more people have joined us. 


A Little Wager 


Author's Notes: 
It\'s just a little thing to get my brain a goin while | write these Diary thingies for English and get to work on 
this. And Yes, MOST of this is something that literally happened Saturday. 


'So.." Logan smiles at me from the driver's side of the truck. | shiver slightly, knowing this is going to be a 
chat about my drunken text messages. 

"Sorry bout the texts." | say, hiding behind my hair like | do when | become bashful. 

"Oh quit being bashful, Nirvana, | rather enjoyed those texts!" Logan's smile grows wider as he slows down for 
a turn. 

"But they were completely random!" | blush harder, close to laughing. 

"You were drunk, Amelia" His face suddenly becomes serious. "Do you even remember what you sent me?" 
"| barely remember screaming out Mercedes Benz by Janis Joplin!" | start laughing. 

"You should never tell you're ginger guy friend that you have a thing for gingers, just saying.’ Logan pats my 
hand, laughing himself now. 

"Well." | can tell I'm tomato red now. 

"Anyways, so you're leaving the 8th, right?" He's past embarrassing me now. 

"Yeah, it's the Wednesday before Christmas break and l'm gonna use that free day thing that | got" | rub my 
arms involuntarily. 

"Do you need a ride to the airport?" Ah, ever the gentleman. 

"Yeah, actually." 

"Good, cause that might give me time to talk you out of going." He smirks slightly. 

"What, why?" 

"Because | can get us a gig in Chicago that might just make us famous - in Illinois at least." 

"Fuck" | fold my arms across my chest, suddenly perturbed. 

Logan pulls into my lonely driveway to drop me off. "I think | can persuade you." 

| raise an eyebrow. "Oh really?" 

"Yes, really." 

"Now | highly doubt that, Mr. Nickerson 

"Wanna bet?" 

"Fuck yeah." 

"Twenty?" 

"Mm." We shake hands. Instead of him letting go, he pulls me closer...and. 

Bam. 

He kisses me, something I've wanted since | was a freshman. 

"So will ya stay?" He smiles. 

In response, | take a twenty out of my pocket and hand it to him. 


Damn my weak self. 


The List 


Author's Notes: 
| know these are short chapters-deal with it bro. 


Oh and this is the real Logan and Broke As a Twig http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=lkdyKymlli3Q 


Its the night before the gig. Logan sits next to me on the couch, aimlessly strumming out a song | quit 
bothering to identify. | think it may actually be "Folsom Prison Blues." Who knows. 

"You nervous?" Logan finally pauses in his playing to ask me. 

"Kinda" | respond, picking up my drum sticks. 

"Well, | don't want to put more pressure on you, but." Logan sets down his guitar and watches me for a 
moment. 

| begin to twirl the drum sticks like | do when | get nervous. "But what?" 

"| found out the major bands that are going to be there." He runs a large ehand through his ginger hair. 
"Which bands?" | drop a stick and tug playfully on his beard. 

"Pink Floyd, Led Zeppelin, Rush..and a few others." He smiles and takes my hand. 

| blanch at Pink Floyd. "Well, | guess it's a good thing | didn't leave for England then, yes yes?" 

"Yeah." Logan wraps his arm around me and holds me up against him. In response, | wrap both arms around 
him, nuzzling my head against his broad shoulder. 

"This'll be interesting.” | drawl lazily, calming down in his arm. He snakes his other arm around me and lays 
back on my couch. 

We curl up together on my couch. | reach over him towards the little table with a small bottle of Jack on it. | 
grab it and twist it open, taking a sip. Logan takes the bottle from me and sips himself before resealing it. 
"When did you become an alcoholic?" he teases me. 

‘Surprisingly, the day | met you." | grin sardonically. 

"Haha." His sarcastic laugh makes me nuzzle my head into his chest even more. 

"So when do you wanna leave tomorrow?" | ask, taking another sip from the Jack. 

"When we get up." 

"We gotta make a set yet" 

"Lets do that now." 

"| definitely wanna sing Mercedes Benz" 

"Isnt that acapella?" 

"Yeah, but | can do a little drum to it." 

"Alright" 

We continue to banter for an hour or two before coming up with our set list that contains originals and 


covers alike. 


|. Ten Years Gone 


2. Broke as a Twig 


3. Logan's Drinking Song 

4. In Bloom 

5. Polly 

b. Mercedes Benz 

1. Me and my Bobby McGee 
B Beer, Women, Jesus 

q. Never Been Any Reason 
10. Stand Your Ground 


Birthday 

You'd think that a long ride with me and Logan would be boring, yes? | kinda half wish it would be. 

Illinois - yes boring ol Illinois - can actually be quite fun if you can screw with the driver..Now | kinda wish | 
had driven my Chevelle. 

"Driver picks the station, Nirvana!" Logan yells to me. 

"Yeah, well the driver picked shitty country music!" | yell back, half laughing. 

"Shut yer cake hole!" Logan bats my hair playfully, making to cover my mouth. He successfully manages to 
clamp one large hand over my mouth, causing me to struggle against him. Smirking slightly, | begin to relax as 
if I'm about to give up. His grip loosens a bit, enough for me to bite his pinky finger gently. 

"Jeez, no teeth!" he laughs as | let go of his digit. 

"No clamping!" | shove his shoulder playfully, making him bump into the door of the truck's cabin 

"Too bad - you shouldn't be so tiny.” 

| gasp in frustration and annoyance, instantly pissed off. "lim not tiny, l'm just fun sized" 

“Because five feet three inches is fun sized." he banters on. 

"Boy don't make me smack you...” 

| might actually like that" A little eye waggle and a wink. 

| blush, hiding behind my hair the way | do. 

Logan brushes back my hair and wraps his arm around me. | unbuckle the seat belt - highly illegal and | do 
NOT suggest it - and slide against him on the three seater bench. My head goes upon his shoulder and | peer 
out the windshield into the snowy darkness. Instead of fighting over the radio, | turn it off and curl up against 
my Logan 

"So the concert was moved to Friday, right?" | ask, reaching for my soda. 

"Yeah, not everyone can get in because of this snow storm." 

| shiver involuntarily. "Do you know who all got in already?" 

"I know Floyd has for sure - they've been here for awhile.” 

"Oh really?" | set the drink down after he sneaks a sip. 

"Yeah, they were doing a tour, or at least one of them were." 

"That'd be Mr. Roger Waters." | smile fondly at the memories his name brings up. 

"What was it like?" 

"What was what like?" 

"Growing up with those big rock tycoons?" 

"Well." | begin, launching into one story of my birthday. "We used to always do family things, it seemed. Mainly 
just so the guys could be around me. For my fourth birthday, | had wanted to go to the beach and learn how 
to swim. | had already learned, but my brother did something to me that | can't remember that made me 
terrified of the water. So we get out there, and we're setting up, and this big storm is rolling in | remember 
loving England because of the rain, but this was ruining my birthday. Legally, we weren't allowed to swim in the 
water, but it didn't stop us from having a good time on the beach. We were literally the only people out there. 
Roger put me on his shoulders - boy was that freaky. The man is six feet three inches tall - enough to 
almost give me vertigo. My dad, as in David, was always worried about me when | wasn't around him or my 
mom. Roger walked out into the huge waves with me on his shoulders to play, and large one knocked us over. 


Instantly, | started freaking out because of my whole water phobia, and | was told that dad started to freak 


out because he couldn't see us. Roger was standing, and | could feel that when | was washed into his legs, but | 
wasn't on him. When | had slammed against him, | just wrapped my arms and legs around his leg, holding on for 
dear life. | remember screaming when the water was going back and | almost was yanked off Roger, but he 
brought me back to the shore." 

"So, pretty normal then?" 

"Not really. Rick used to play the piano with me all the time." 

"Sounds normal to me." 

"You were in a do goody-good family who all played instruments." 

"True true." 

| slowly close my eyes against the flying snow and the radio goes back on, this time Nirvana playing softly. | 


drift off against Logan, knowing that he'll wake me as soon as we stop to switch drivers and eat. 


The River Cafe 


Author's Notes: 
| *PROMISE® that I\'ll get to meeting the Floyd roughly in a few chapters. 


"Nirvana" A hand pushes against my shoulder, attempting to wake me. "Wake up, Nirvana" 

| sigh and try to shrug Logan's hand away. It's cold in the truck, causing me to whine and finally sit up. "Where 
are we?" 

"Some place called Sandwich." He pulls me upright and wraps my jacket around me. 

"Sandwich?" | rub my eyes, knowing there's a connection somewhere to the town. "Oh lord.” 

"What is it?" 

"This is James' hometown" | shudder and step out into the softly falling snow. 

"Ah, | see. Well, | figured we needed gas and we could eat and then your turn to drive in that Chicago bullshit." 
Logan closes the cab door as soon as | step away from the warm vehicle. A sharp wind stabs through my thin 
Pea coat, evicting another shudder from my body. 

"How long have | been out?" | ask as | rub my arms and yawn, 

"Bout an hour or so." Logan wraps his arm around me and leads me into a little restaurant called the River 
Cafe. 

"Why don't you want to drive in Chicago?" | as sarcastically, knowing full well that he would get ticket after 
ticket with his terrible driving. 

"Traffic." 

"You mean 'construction:" | stress playfully. 

"Okay, fine, construction.” 

"Yeah, that shit's hell, man." 

The cozy little restaurant is nearly deserted when we walk in. t's warm and intimate, something just right for 
the two of us to get a quick bite to eat before getting back on the road. We find a small booth in a corner 
near the fireplace with a large window next to it and sit down. | notice there's a wet spot on Logan's jeans and 
immediately realize | must've laid on his thigh and drooled. Blushing, | look down to the menu before me, waiting 
for the waitress to come over and take our order. 

| used to come here when we had family Christmases with James' family." | smile to myself. 

A tall blond woman flounces over to us, a small notepad and pen in hand and ready. "Hello, I'm Misty, and I'll be 
your waitress tonight. Can | get you two something to drink?" 

"Um, can | get a coke?" | ask and go back to looking through the menu. 

"Yeah sure, hun And for you, sir?" She looks to Logan, her bright smile almost blinding me let alone him. 

"I'll have a coke too." Logan reaches his hand across the table and takes mine. 

Raising a brow, | look over my menu at him. He respond with an endearingly shy smile and a gently squeeze to 
my finger tips. | squeeze back gently, running my thumbs over his knuckle before feigning interest in my menu 
again. 

All too soon, Misty is back with our drinks and interrupting our tender little moment. "Are you ready to 


order?" 


‘lm ready," Logan answers and looks to me to order first. 

"Uh, I'll have the chicken strips and seasoned fries." | blush terribly, feeling like a small child ordering again 
"And can | get a cheeseburger and fries?" Logan takes my menu and his and folds them up. When Misty is 
done writing down our orders, she takes the menu and bounces off to the kitchen 

| grab my straw off of the table and start to peel off the wrapper. Instead of pulling it all the way off, | slide 
it down a bit and put it in my mouth. Trying to hide my smile, | look at Logan and blow the wrapper at him, 
provoking him into doing the same to me. The straw is stuck in my drink while | try to control my girlish 
giggling. 

"So are you nervous?" Logan splays out my fingers on the table. 

"Bout the performance, or seeing a family that probably won't recognize me without the blond curls?" | 
counter warily. 

"Bout seeing your dad." 

| shrug indifferently. "Kinda, but not really. | mean, | am his daughter after all” 

"That's one way to look at it.. Do you remember what he was like?" 

"Yeah, | do. he was kinda chubby, but he was nice. He had a beard the last time | saw him - | use to love 
playing with it. And | remember Auntie Polly. She wasn't that nice..more like a completely bitch. Just because | 
was an accidental bastard." 

"I thought only guys could be bastards." Logan mutters under his breath. 

| smile weakly. "No, being a bastard mean you're an illegitimate child - a child born out of wedlock” 

"Ah, | see." 

Misty returns with our food, setting my chicken in front of me. "Could | get some honey mustard for this?" | 
ask. 

"Yeah sure, hun Anything else needed?" Misty smiles blindingly at Logan again. 

"Got any hot sauce?" Logan asks. 

Misty reaches over to another table and grabs him the hot sauce. "Here ya go, sweetie. And hun, I'll be right 
back with that honey mustard for you." 

"She is so flirting with you." | hiss at Logan as soon as she gone, nearly on the verge of laughter. | pick at my 
fries, getting some ketchup for them. 

"No she isn't” He sounds indignant. 

"She so is. And you put hot sauce on everything.” | make a face at him, showing my disgust for spicy food. 
"That's because hot sauce is the king of all condiments. Even my gramma buys it specially for me." 

"The last bottle your gramma gave you was a bottle of Big Black Dick" | grin immaturely. Misty sets my honey 
mustard in front of me before going off to work at the counter. 


"You're just jealous of my Big Black Dick." Logan smirks. 


Chicago 


Author's Notes: 
This is purely based off of personal experiences in Chicago\'s jejune traffic 


Logan is fast asleep, his head resting on my lap below the steering wheel. Gently, | rub his short hair with my 
right hand absently, stopped in line for a toll booth. He shifts a bit, and | move my hand down to his mutton 
chops - god why these again - and let it rest there, feeling every breath he takes. | smile to myself, the toll 
money sitting in the cup holder by his shoulder. 

The line is long for ten o'clock at night, probably just people getting in for tomorrows concert. | drum my 
fingers against the steering wheel with my left hand, moving the other hand down to his chest. | lay it right 
over his heart, smiling at the faint thumps against my fingers. 

| laugh at myself in my head, remembering how | used to hate liking guys and said | would never ever have a 
boyfriend in my life. Oops. But then again, | also promised that | wouldn't drink or smoke or do drugs, and that 
too went to hell. 

He shifts slightly under my probing fingers, sighing in his sleep as he readusts his head. Looking down at his 
relaxed sleeping face, | realize that | truly don't mind the traffic when he's sleeping on me. 

| creep up to the toll booth after half an hour, My hand still under Logan's coat and on his chest. With my 
window down, | pull up to the woman in the booth, handing over the toll card | had gotten right after Sandwich. 
"Two thirty, please." The woman sounds jejune, as if she's been there all night, letting people through. 

Quickly, | recount the money | had gotten out, making sure it's enough. "Can | have a receipt, please?" 

She prints out a receipt in exchange for the money. Her hand slaps down on a button and the gate raises, 
allowing me through. 

On the other side, the traffic is much faster. | speed along, Pink Floyd playing quietly in the background. Silently 
| thank whoever plowed the roads, making my commute much easier. 

Its obvious that everyone else who is there on the roads is trying to find a last minute motels, taking the 
exits farthest from the venue. 

Logan shifts on my lap again, grunting softly and stretching out. | remove my hand from his chest, but he 
grabs it and holds in down with his own. Momentarily | look down at him, a shy smile playing on my lips with an 
answer of his own endearing smile. 

"Where are we?" he asks, rubbing his eyes. 

"Just got into Chicago." | turn down the radio so we can chat. 

"Should | call the hotel and let them know we'l be there in about twenty minutes?" He reaches for my phone in 
the cup holder. 

"Make it forty-five minutes - this traffic is really congested around where we'll be staying.” | turn to check 
my blind spot as he dials the hotel. Quickly, | change lanes to separate off, about to head into Chicago traffic. 
"We'll be there in about forty-five minutes to an hour." Logan says on the phone as | concentrate on traffic. 
He hangs up and closes his eyes again, drawing his jacket up over his chest again. 


Logan sleeps as | drive on towards the Peninsula hotel. 


Mercedes Benz 


Author's Notes: 
| FINALLY GOT TO PINK FLOYD KTHXBAI 


~Oh Lord, won't you buy me a Mercedes Benz~ 

Logan is sitting up next to me, still half asleep as | make my way through the downtown traffic in Chicago. 
~My friends all drive Porches, and | must make amends ~ 

Several nice cars are driving around us, headed for the Peninsula, just like us. 

~ve worked hard all my life with no help from my friends~ 

| pull into the large parking lot of the Peninsula, Logan finally waking up. 

"Holy shit.." he mutters, bending to look at the hotel. 

~So Lord, won't you buy me a Mercedes Benz~ 

"Fucking posh, man." People are pulling up to the valet in their expensive cars, handing over the keys to the 
service men. 

~Oh Lord, won't you buy me a color TV~ 

| stop next to the Valet. At least Logan's truck looks like an expensive one to carry our equipment. 

~Dialing for dollars is trying to find me~ 

We get out and head to the back of the truck | leave my drums in the bed truck, but we grab the guitars 
and our suit cases. A bellhop attempts to help us but we refuse. Logan locks the bed top down so no one can 
steal my drums an tosses the keys to the Valet. 

~| wait for delivery each day until three~ 

"| guess we go in" Logan hefts his guitar case and suitcase, heading for the revolving door. | follow close 
behind, holding his other guitar close to my body. 

~So Lord, won't you buy me a color TV~ 

A long line awaits us in the lobby, but is quickly being dispelled as people get their keys. We walk over to the 
counter that has a sign stating reserved above it, a much shorter line there. 

"Logan Nickerson and Amelia Szyperski." Logan throws his ID on the counter and | toss up my credit card to 
pay. 

~Oh Lord, won't you buy me a night on the town~ 

The woman behind the desk flashes us a kind yet sneering smile, handing Logan our room key. 

"daughter didn't come to see you as planned?" a deep voice with a British accent behind me was asking. 
"No, she said something about ‘extenuating circumstances." another voice replies, the British accent very 
obvious. 

~l'm counting on you Lord, please don't let me down~ 

"How terrible. | was looking forward to seeing Amelia." the first voice responds. | freeze, starting to recognize 
the voices. 

~Prove that you love me, and buy the next round~ 

"| was looking forward to seeing her too. And her mother." the second replies. 


~So Lord, won't you buy me a night on the town~ 


| turn to look at the two men standing near the elevators talking about me. "I'll be right back." | whisper to 
Logan. 

He hands me a key to the room. Top floor. Awesome. "Where are you going?" 

| subtly nod in the direction of the older men standing over yonder, the taller one with a full head of silver 
hair and the shorter one chubbier and balding. "Dad." 

"Ah, gotcha. I'll take the things with me." Logan take the bags | am holding and heads across the room to a 
different elevator bay. 

Taking a deep breath, | start purposefully towards the two men by the elevators. Both look up at me as | near, 
a look of surprised annoyance is etched across their faces. 

"Hello David," | say, a small smirk playing upon my lips as | finish my greetings, "Its seems that ten years have 


got behind you, no one told you when to run, you've missed the starting gun" 


Love In an Elevator 


Author's Notes: 
It\'s mostly dialogue. 


"Amelia?" Dave looks down at me, the surprise spread across his face. 

"Yes." | grin at him, knowing he's shocked at the greeting. 

"| guess it has been awhile.." He mutters to no one in particular, sighing. 

"Ten years." | rock back onto my heels and shrug as if it 

s nothing, nothing at all. 

A horrified look takes over the surprised look upon his face. "Ten years, really?" 

"Time truly flies by if you're not paying attention" | keep my distance at first, not sure of how this will play 
out. 

"Can we talk?" Dave runs a hand down his face in frustration, knowing he has a bit of ass kissing to do after 
all. 

"Sure." Crossing my arms, | narrow my eyes to gauge the man | thought | used to know. 

"Come on" He leads me to the elevator on the far right and steps in. Both Roger and | follow, a silence 
stretching between us. | watch Dave press the button for the floor below the top floor, muttering softly, 
"someone snatched up the top floor suite." 

"That'd be Logan and | who did" My eyes wander around the small metal box we're in together. 

With a lurch, the elevator leaves the ground floor. 

"Who's Logan?" 

"My guitarist." 

"Your guitarist?" 

"Yes. I'm his chick drummer because chick drummers are bad ass." 

"| see." 

Awkward silence. 

"How's James?" He breaks the silence. 

"Dead." 

‘lm sorry." 

"You should be." 

"Why?" 

"Because you left me with an asshole of a drunkard who used to beat me when | didn't do good in school.” 
Heavy awkward silence. 

Again, Dave breaks the silence. "He hit you?" 

"Every day until | was ten and he found out | could hit back" 

"Damn." He softly says under his breath. 

"Yeah." 

"What about your mom?" 


"Dead too." 


"What really?" 
"Yup. Aneurysm." 
"How did she treat you?" | can see him blanching at the thought of me, his youngest, being abused. 


"She was a batshit crazy Catholic - so like | was Satan" 


"Extremely Catholic?" 
"To the point where she called me a stupid bitch because | went to the library one night she had church and 


my brother picked me up." 
The elevator stops, the doors sliding open with a loud ding. | follow Dave into the corridor down to his suite, 


Roger following me. 
He opens up the large mahogany door to his suite, allowing me in before him. Polly stands there, arms crossed 


and brow furrowed, staring at me. 


Let\'s Raise a Glass 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry if you don\'t like this.. 


| sigh inwardly as | look at Polly. "Hello, Polly." 

"Amelia" Her words strike through me with a chill, allowing me to know just what she wants to say, but can't. 
Dave puts his hand on my shoulder, smiling down sadly at me. "Come on, we'll go into the office and talk" 
Again, | sigh, barely refraining from rolling my eyes at Polly. She glares at me still as | walk away, her eyes 
burning a hole into my back 

As soon as the door is closed and locked, | turn on David. "She's still a fucking bitch as always." 

"I know she's not your mother--" he begins. 

"DAMN RIGHT SHE ISN'T MY MOTHER!" | yell, clenching my fists. 

"Now, Amelia." a soft voice from behind me says. 

| freeze, knowing the gentle voice. 

"Just take a deep breath." 

| hesitate slightly before doing as told. 

"Hello, Amelia” 

A small smile works its way onto my face as | turn towards Rick. My gentle, ever-loving Uncle Rick. "Hello, 
Uncle Rick." 

Rick smiles back, all teeth, gesturing to the small loveseat that he just vacated. "Have a seat and let's catch 
up. It has been ten years, after all. 

We sit together on the loveseat, and instantly | lean against him. 

"So, Amelia." Dave pulls a desk chair over and sits in front of me. Roger stands near a small bar, pouring 
drinks. 

"Yes, David?" 

"How have you been?" 

My brow furrows in serious contemplation. "I've been good, | guess. Life became a bitch once | started high 
school, but good." 

"I take it Logan is helping with that?" David raises his brow, a knowing look in his eye. 

| blanch. "Not like that!" | blush terribly. "He was one of the first people | met in high school and he became 
someone who helped me through a lot of my troubles..And | learned how to drum and we had made a deal that 
we would start a band if | drummed" 

"| see." 

"How are," | pause, cut off by a yawn from driving a lot today, "you?" 

‘I've been wonderful. think you need some sleep, Amelia" Dave stands me up. 

| nod. "I had to drive through the downtown traffic." 

"Roger, will you walk her back? | have some explaining to do to Polly." Dave looks to Roger. 

"Yes, of course.’ Roger stalks over and puts my arm through his sarcastically. 


"lll walk with you to the elevator bay." Rick stands and leads us out. 


We walk past Polly, never even looking in her direction as we leave. As the door closes, her shrill voice yells at 
Dave about me. Poor bastard. 

At the elevator, Rick takes one down to his room. 

"So, how have you really been?" Roger asks once we're alone in the elevator. 

"Better now that I'm out of that room." | smirk, glad my fake tired act worked. 

"| figured you'd want out of there as soon as you saw Polly." 

"She's such an insufferable bitch!" 

Roger hits the button for his floor. "Care to have a drink with me?" 

"Me, drink?" 

"You're a teen. You better drink" He grins mischievously at me. 

"Well.Last time | got drunk, | ended up friend zoning myself with Logan" | rub my forehead in exasperation 

"| see that he pulled you out of that." 

| look to the attractive older man next to me..Daddy issues, yes yes? "Yes, he did. He makes me smile, and 
that's what | want" 

The elevator stops at his floor and the doors open. We step out together, walking down the corridor. He 
produces a key from his pocket and unlocks the door, swinging it open. | step in and flip the switch, heading 
deeper into the room. 

"So." Roger stands by the bar, pouring me a scotch. "What has my little Amelia been up to lately?" 

| take the drink, sipping at it, enjoying the lovely flavor. "Working my ass off to earn a scholarship and keep my 
drama in check." 

"Being teenager is a bitch." He grins knowingly. "What with the drama, high sex drive, and attractive boys." A 
small wink is shot my way. 

"Hey, | was only ever attracted to two guys at my school, and Logan was one of them!" | grin in horror. 

"Oh, and who was this other guy?" A raised brow. 

"One of Logan's best friends." | shrug. "He was really really attractive but an asshole." 

Roger bites his lip. "Odd. Usually girls attracted to most of the really popular sports people.” 

| have a thing for older men otherwise." | blush terribly. 

A look of surprise crosses his face. "What do you mean by older?" 

| bite my lip, giving him a knowing look before returning to nursing my scotch. He moves close, taking my chin 
in his fingers. The drink is done, so | barley notice. 

"I think you've had enough to drink, Miss Amelia" 

Giggling a little, | nod. "Mayhaps a nap." 

"Yes." 


Roll Over Beethoven 


Author's Notes: 
The whole dog thing actually happened when | was little 


I'm curled around a warm body, overstuffed pillows under my head. My head rises and falls with the breathing 
of the body, the heart beat muffled through the pillow. 

"Oh good." Logan whispers. "You're finally awake. 

| try to sit up, a little dizzy. He helps me into the position, letting me lean heavily against him. 

"The show's been postponed again" 

Sigh. | nod in response. "Wha time is it..." 

"Round two am. You stumbled in here, took a shower, and out like a light for you." 

‘Mm. Sorry." | rub my eyes a bit to wake up. 

"There's a heavy snow storm coming in calling for eight to fifteen inches of snow." 

"Mm... Ew." 

tll be cozy for us. We get to stay here." 

A small smile stretches across my face, interrupted by a long yawn. | swing my feet off of the bed, feeling 
for a pair of slippers. Finding none, | just stand and walk over to the sliding glass door to the balcony. | don't 
step out - it's too cold for that shit - just stand there, watching the snow falling over the city. 

Logan walks up behind me and wraps his arms around me, burying his face in my bed head. 

"Amelia?" 

"Yeah?" 

‘lm glad you're you." 

"Mm." | mumble, not too sure of how to reply. 

"Don't ever change." 

"| won't." 

We stand there together for the longest time, just watching the snow. 

Finally he heads back to the bed. "You know, | was expecting you to be gone for a long time with your dad" 
| shrug slightly as | turn from the window. His pajama pants cling to him in all the right places and | stare 
momentarily before answering. "Well, | can't stand Polly, and Roger knows that, so | faked being sleepy from the 
drive." 

"Smart thinking." 

"le been known for it" 

Logan smiles at me. "Ever since Geometry your freshman year." 

"Exactly." A small smirk plays on my lips as | remember doing people's homework for money. "I made bank that 
year." 

"Yeah." He climbs under the covers. Eventually | wander away from the window in his direction. 

"You make a comfy pillow." | smile warmly. 

"| do?" 


"You do" 


He opens his arms to me again, inviting me to lay on him. 

"Hey Amelia." 

"Yeah?" | lay in his arms, wrapping up in the duvet with him. 

"Tell me one of the stories from your childhood” 

"James or Dave?" 

"One with James for once." 

"Well." | begin. "When | was a little kid, my dad used to drink, a lot. And it was scary because he used to get 
violent and irrational. One night, | was four, he went out drinking and a few hours later my mom got a phone 
call. My dad was in jail for a DUI. We went down and got him out, and he lost his license. Every day we had to 
drive him to and from work, and since | wasn't in school, | went with. At the time we had had two Saint 
Bernards, Rogue and Buddy. One night we brought them with to pick up dad. Back then, mom had this little 
Saturn so it was Buddy on one side, me in the middle, and Rogue on the other side. We got to the prison, and 
when | got out to go to dad, Buddy got out with me. | tried to sit on his back to get him to stay, but he just 
ran. | clung to his back for dear life, hoping | didn't fall off of my new horse dog thing. Finally, | did fall off 
when Buddy jumped on dad." By the end of my little memory, I'm half asleep. 

Logan pets my hair a bit and places a small kiss on my forehead. 

"Don't change.." he whispers. 


Dirty Deeds 


Author's Notes: 
Not really detailed but NII eventually start detailing... have yet to choose some things.. 


| can't sleep. Not anymore. l'm restless, just as Logan lays here fast asleep, his arm slung over my chest. 
Gently, | lift his arm and slide from under it. | hope Roger is still up at three am. with his restlessness. 
The floorboards creak softly as | step across them, heading for the door. At every creak, | freeze, listening to 
his breathing to make sure he doesn't wake up. 

At the door, | swing it open, grabbing a robe off of the hook | step through and put on the robe, sprinting 
towards the elevator bay. The doors open and | step in, pressing the button for Roger's floor. 

My foot taps against the floor as the box lurches downwards. | tap my fingers against the sides of my arms, 
knowing what needs to happen 

The hallways is silent as | walk towards Roger's door. | swallow hard, knowing that this will only end one way. 
| rap my knuckles against the door softly. Roger answers instantly. 

"You were serious in all those letters.." He whispers as he pulls me into the room. 

"Have you met my daddy issues?" | chide. 

"| worked with him for years, dear" Roger pulls at my robe tie and shoves it off of my shoulders. 

| smirk slightly, not really dressed in anything. "I'm all yours, Roger." 

"Good" He grabs my waist and kisses me hard, backing me up towards the bed. "And we tell no one about 
this?" 

"As long as you go for back door, not even Logan will know." 

“Still a virgin?" 

"Yes, | am." 

"Maybe we should start you with same basics." He raises a brow. 

"Mayhaps we should." 

"On your knees." 

| comply, getting on my knees in front of him. Thanks to my small frame, my head is right at him waist. 
"Relax your jaw and I'll do the work" 

This time, | raise my brow, but comply. 


Roger smirks at me in response, undoing his pants. And | know exactly what he's going to do. 


| close the door silently behind me. It's around four in the morning now. | can't think about what | let Roger do 
to me, how | became his little slut for the hour. 
| need a drink | know that. Especially wash away the taste of Roger's.. 


By the bar, | pour myself a glass of scotch and down it. | pour myself one more, but sit in a recliner near the 


fire place this time. | had brushed my teeth right after he defiled my mouth, but the memories still stings. 
A white lie. That's all | need. A white lie to tell Logan, so | won't hurt him. | can't hurt him, he's too sweet for 
that. It'd just tear him apart. 

"Amelia?" Logan's groggy voice lifts from somewhere over by the bed. 

Shit. | down the scotch and walk over to him, slipping into bed. 

"Sorry if | woke you, | needed to use the bathroom." | lie slightly. 

He pecks my lips gently. "Did you brush your teeth?" 

"Yeah. | had gotten a snack before | used the bathroom and it tasted terrible, so | brushed my teeth and 
rinsed with mouthwash." 

"I see." He buries his face in my neck, his lips trailing small kisses down it. 

That's when | realize why he must've woken. Wet dream. 

"Logan?" 

"Yes, Amelia?" 

"Now." 


| roll over on him and kiss him, my legs on either side of his hips. 


Never Meet Your Idols 


| lay on Logan's bare chest, half asleep, his hand rubbing up and down my back slowly. A small, shy smile works 
its way onto my lips. 

"Wow." He drags his fingers through my hair slowly, calming me into sleep. 

"Mm." 

"| love you, Amelia” Logan whispers next to my ear. 

"Mm love you too." | mumble back, nuzzling his chest. 


We lay like the until we doze off together, smiles plastered across our post coital faces. 


Logan presses his lips against the bridge of my nose. 

"Eh..." | lick my lips and blink. 

"Good morning." He nuzzles my neck gently. 

"Morning, Logan." | cling to him, shying away from the weak light filtering through the room. 

"Your father called up earlier.He wanted to ave breakfast with you." | blanch at his words. 

"Did he say anything about Polly?" 

"She won't be there. Just the other guys." 

"Oh thank god. | can handle that. Do you want to come with?" 

"I'd love to, but I'm going to work on getting the drums in here. I'll catch you around the time you get back." 


"Alrigty" 


"Hello, Amelia" Roger greets me as | sit down at the table of men. I'm still groggy and rubbing my eyes, and 
my hair probably looks like complete shit. 

"Morning" Its around ten am, but being a teenager, this is early for me. 

"Good morning, Amelia" Dave smiles warmly at me. 

"Hello, sweetie." | say in a mockingly sweet tone. "So how badly were you emasculated last night?" 

A regretful look passes over his aged face, much more menacing with his stubble. "I'm no longer a man, it 
seems." 

‘lm sorry." 

A young waiter walks up to me. "Can | start you off with anything, miss?" 

"Tea, please." | say, looking to my menu. 

Two strong arms wrap around my torso in greeting, surprising me. 

"Ahh, hey Uncle Nick” 

He kisses my head in an overly fatherly way. "Long time, no see, kia.” 

‘Ive grown out of the kid phase." | blush terribly as he take a seat next to me. Rick is just returning too, 
probably having gone to the bathroom. 

"Do you still have the Chevelle?" Nick asks me. 

"Yeah, once James died, it was the only ting he really left me. So that summer | fixed it all up and it's perfect. 


| would've driven it here, but there wasn't room for my drums and my guitarist, and | kinda need both." 

"Not if you just wanted to be a beat band" He grins jokingly. 

"Eh." | start. "I kinda need my guitarist” 

Nick gives me a knowing look. "He's your boyfriend, | take it” 

"He is, but | still wouldn't have him meet ANY of my parents." | start giggling to myself as the waiter brings 
me my tea 

"Anything to eat?" The waiter asks. 

"Can | get your mushroom omelet?" 

"Yes, ma'am" He walks off with my order. 

"What do you mean, ANY of your parents?" Dave looks at me with his brow raised. 

| start laughing a bit harder before calming enough to tell him. "Because, | always had this thing about dating - 
| never wanted to - so when | got a boyfriend, or a boy | liked, | never told mom or James because they were 
holding me to my no dating word." 

"And why not me?" He asks, all serious. 

"Because it's kinda hard to explain that your dad is one of your idols and that YOU never even wanted to meet 


him. 


White Lies 
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"So how's school?" Dave asks me as | eat my omelet. 

"Well, despite all the drama and the assholes, l'm a straight A student." | shrug nonchalantly. 

"That's wonderful. Are you thinking of colleges?" He sips at his tea as | finish omelet. 

| set my fork and knife down on the plate, wiping my mouth with a napkin. "Yes, | have, actually." 

"What do you want to go for?" 

"Possible engineering, but more or less creative writing.” 

"I see. Why engineering?" 

"It's just something that interests me." 

"So you're not counting on being famous." 

"Not at all. | don't think | could handle the life." 

"At least you can't go wrong with engineering." Nick pipes up next to me. 

"That's what | thought, especially since | live in Central Illinois. Caterpillar is right down there near Bradley and 
give great scholarships." 

Nick places his hand on my shoulder. "No matter where you go or what you do, you will make the best of it, 
because that's just who you are, Amelia." 

"Thanks, Uncle Nick." 

"No need for the thanks since it's true." 

"Amelia" Rick attempts to get my attention 

"Yes?" 

He pauses for a moment as the waiter clears the table of our plates before continuing. "You can always ask us 
for help." 

"| know, but | don't want to cause l'm hard headed like that." 

"Excuse me." Dave gets up from the table and heads towards the main hall. | see Polly standing there, arms 
crossed, face puckered in anger. 

"Nick, we should probably go vouch with him." Nick and Rick get up, following after Dave. 

"So you slept with the guitarist” Roger finally speaks to me. 

| blush a terrible tomato red. "Yes." 

"But why?" He looks slightly hurt and slightly furious. 

"Because | could." 

"lm not a man who cares for sharing, Amelia" Roger sounds so demanding...so sadistic. 

"| know, Roger." 

"And what will you tell him of us?" 

"Absolutely nothing.” 

"Good girl" His praise stings a little. 

The truth is | can't bear to look into Logan's loving eyes and lie to him. 


Sarah Smile 


"Amelia" A short girl stands before me, black hair straightened to perfection, her bangs hanging down over 
her forehead. 

"You look like fucking Cleopatra, Sarah!" | giggle. 

"And you look like a lovesick puppy.” 

"| do?" 

"You're always staring at him with that look--that smolder look!" She forces me to sit down in a chair in front 
of the mirror. 

"| DO NOT!" 

‘Oh really? How to we explain the "oh Logan, | just want to kiss you right here in front of everyone" look?" 
"Sarah." | try to stop her. 

"Or touching his knee or thigh longer than necessary?" she continues on. 

"Sarah..." | guide her distracted hands with the flat iron. 

"Or knowing how his song starts?" 

"SARAH!" 

"What?" 

"l'm dating him now." 

Sarah freezes, staring at me. "Are you fucking kidding me?" 

"Nope. Started dating before Christmas break" 

"OH MY GOOOOOODDDDDDDIII!" She squeals, tackle hugging me. The flat iron falls out of her grip and onto my 
toe, ripping a scream of pure pain out of me 

"OW, FUCK!" | whimper loudly. 

"Why didn't you tell me sooner?" she demands. 

"Cause | knew you'd be jealous.” 

"And what does your daddio think?" 

"He's nonchalant enough bout it" 

"Really?" 

"Yeah. But then again, he really doesn't know me all to well so how is he supposed to react." 

"Touche." 

"Yes yes." 

"So where is he?" 

"Who?" 

"Your daddio?" 

"Taking care of his insufferable bitch of a wife." 

"0h?" 

"She don't like me." 

"Ah, | see." 

"Yes yes." 

"What about Logan?" 

"He went and got my drums and he's doing whatever now." 


"And you're not with him?" 


"I'm not an overly attached girlfriend." 
"Gosh, l'm so jealous." She fakes a pout. 
"Sarah, smile." 


She grins at me. 


Sex On Fire 


Author's Notes: 
Actual details yay. Sorry for the Kings of Leon reference. 


| always question myself. But this time I'm not. | sit here in Roger's suite, a glass of bourbon in my hand. | 
shake slightly, making the ice rattle in the glass. 

One sip. 

"Are you nervous, Amelia?" Roger stands in a doorway off to my right, leaning against the mahogany trim. 
Two sips. 

"Of course | am." 

"There's, no need to be." 

In a gulp, | finish the rest of the alcohol. | reach for the bottle to pour me some more, but Roger's hand stops 
me. | stare down at his hand wrapped around my wrist and back up to his face. 

"Come now, | want you at least responsive during this.” 

| stand obediently. He tugs me through the doorway behind him. My legs are reluctant, knowing that I'm 
throwing away a good relationship with Logan 

l'm wearing nothing but a silk robe that barely comes down to the middle of my thighs. 

"The robe." 

He drops my wrist. | take one deep, steadying breath before untying the robe. It slips down my arms until | 
stop it at my elbows, still covering a majority of my breasts. | clutch it my hands over my chest for a 
minute, looking at Roger's face to gauge his reaction His face is as guarded as ever, his blue eyes brooding 
slightly. 

| let the robe slip down the rest of the way to the floor. my eyes try to focus on everything but his face as 
he gazes at my pale body, taking in every detail of his ex-band mate's daughter's body. 

Roger's hands find my waist, making my breath hitch in my throat at the feel. My skin is super sensitized, 
making his touch extremely obvious. | try to focus on the points where his fingers meet my skin 

My body willingly follows his directions to his bed. | lie down on my back and look up into his face. He offers me 
a small smile before disappearing from my sight to the other side of the room, searching for something. 
Several thoughts race through my mind in the few seconds he's gone, but | pay no mind to them. 

Roger returns, holding a back tie in his hands. 

"Don't be alarmed." he whispers to me as he grabs my hands gently. He presses them together, palms facing 
each other as if in prayer, and starts tying the tie around my wrists. Eventually, he has my hands trussed up 
to the headboard. 

| bite my lip as he kneels over my body now,staring down at me. He pulls out a blindfold and gently starts to 
tie it around my eyes. 

| can taste blood from chewing on my lip. 

"This is going to mostly be about your body reactions to me, Amelia’ 

| nod to show him | understand. l'm afraid to speak. 


He grips my chin in one of his large hands an tugs gently. "You really should stop biting that." My lip pops free 


from my teeth with a soft gasp. 

My tongue travels across the tiny cuts on my lip. 

"Are you ready?" 

Again, | nod. 

Next to my head, the pillow compresses with the pressure of his hand. His other hand is still on my jaw, 
holding my head steady as he presses his lips to mine. 

At first, I'm slightly stunned by his lips. | can taste brandy on his breath as he breathes out gently. Finally, my 
lips start to work with him. 

His weight shifts over my body, and the hand holding my jaw starts to travel down my body. As he strokes 
over my side, | start giggling, ruining the kissing. 

"Are we ticklish?" | can feel his lips brush over mine. 

| nod, trying not to squirm under him as he strokes over my side again 

"| guess I'll play nice for now." 

His hand resumes moving down my body, cupping my ass perfectly. 

| want to mumble something about his hand being large, but his fingers starting to probe between my thighs 
stops me. Accidentally | bite his lip as he finger strikes through, making my entire body arch slightly under 
him. 

"Hmm..." he nips my jaw in return for the bite and | let my head turn and fall against the hand propping him 
up. | can feel the rough skin over his tendons, feeling the warmth. 

His lips move down my neck slowly as he pulls my legs apart. | feel his hand between my legs again, fingers 
feeling around and again my body arches as he finds his mark again. 

"Dammit." | feel him say just above one of my breasts. | don't know what it's about, but | don't really care. 
Roger gently pushes his fingers into me and | really tense up. He starts moving them slowly, kissing my 
breasts gently. My hips start to respond to his movements, pressing to his hand as he pushed his fingers in, 
relaxing as he pulled out. 

| start breathing a bit harder as he starts to move faster, my hips keeping in time with his fingers. He starts 
to kiss my lips again, roughly this time, just as rough as his finger movements. 

My body convulses after a few minutes and | barely contain my scream. He's biting my lip this time as my 
body relaxes against his bed, releasing it once he removes his fingers. | feel him move off of the bed and out 
of the room. The water turns on in the bathroom and | suppose he's washing his hand. 

| hear his footsteps as he returns. The tie falls from my wrists and | remove the blindfold | want to curl up 
on the be, feeling as weak as | do. 

"Come." He offers his hand to me. My body still protests as | take his hand and sit up. 

He puts one arm under my legs and the other around my shoulders, picking me up. | cling to him, my eyes 
feeling heavy as he takes me into the bathroom. 

The water he sits me in it hot, very hot, but relaxing. | start to relax as he sits on the edge of the tub, 
gazing at me. My eyes meet his and he grabs my chin again 

"Stop biting that..." My lip pops free again. 


He kisses my forehead tenderly and leaves me to my relaxing bath. 


| grab the robe off of the floor when | step out of the bathroom. A cool breeze floats through the room, 


oddly very warm for the end of December. 

The balcony door is open, and | can hear Roger talking on the phone outside. | stand by the door, peeking around 
it out at him, somewhat childish. 

"So its been completely cancelled. Alright, goodbye." 

He turns and sees me. A small smile plays at his lips again, barely noticeable in the darkness. his hand is 
offered to me and | take it, letting myself get pulled into a hug with my face pressed into his chest. 


A Hope € A Prayer 
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| can feel my face pressed into the fabric of a shirt, the lingering cologne finding its way into my nostril. My 
head rises an falls as his chest does with every breath he takes. 

| don't want to disturb Roger, my sleeping Roger, but | need to move. Carefully, | sit up and move closer to 
him, looking down at his face. For once it's unguarded and tender, looking younger than he is. 

He shifts slightly and his deep breathing becomes a little faster. His eyes are moving under his eyelids, and | 
know he will wake soon. 

"Amelia?" He sounds groggy as fuck, his arm tightening around my waist. | press closer so he knows I'm there. 
The guarded face is back. He peers at me in the darkness. "Are you cold?" 

| hadn't realized that | had goose bumps all over my legs and arms. The air had become colder from the open 
door. 

"Yes.." He is warm, and for some reason | feel safe next to him. 

"IIl go close the balcony door... Do you know the weather?" 

"It think it's supposed to gt extremely cold the rest of the week." 

| guess that's why they cancelled the entire show" He gets up from the bed and | shift into his warm spot. 
We hadn't slept under the blankets so | slip under. 

Roger returns to me and the bed. "Taking my spot, now?" 

| peek up innocently from under the covers and nod. 

"Playing innocent, are we?" A small smile flits across his face as he climbs under with me. | curl into his body 
again with my head on his chest. 

"So the entire thing is cancelled?" | ask. 

"Mhm." His voice resonates in my ear and | barely retain my small hmm of satisfaction 

"That explains why Logan went home early..Well, that and his mother dying." 

"So you're stuck here?" 

"Kinda..." | shrug. 

"You should try and go with your father." His nose presses to the top of my head. 

"Maybe | should." | smile slightly. 

"Get some sleep." He holds me to him as | drift off. 


l'm tangled in the blankets on the bed, alone, when | wake. The blinds are drawn shut so the light won't bother 
me. A note sits on the pillow next to me. 

| sit up and grab the note, reading it over. 

‘Went to talk to your father about you going to England: 


A small smile stretches across my face. | honestly hope Roger can convince David to allow me to tag along. 


Playing the (skin) Flute 


Roger sits across from me, a small smirk playing on his lips. "You're quite responsive, you know." 

| blush slightly, gasping. Things | didn't need to know about myself, Roger. 

"And it's quite wonderful." 

| nod. 

"Also, your dad is thinking of taking you to England with us." 

"Really?" A grin stretches across my face. 

"We figured you could live between me and Rick, going to his place when Polly was out of town" 

"Well then" | frown slightly. 

‘lm pretty sure you'd be fine with that?" 

‘Of course | am." | get up and hop over the table, plopping down next to. His arm wraps around me protectively. 
"And what about Jack?" | smile, fondly remembering Roger's son who is around my age. 

‘I'm sure he'll be excited to see you." 

"So when do we leave?" | ask, curling up against him. | yawn slightly, still tied from the night's expenditures. 
"Later on tonight. We stop in New York, where Jack will be. Then on home we go." Roger strokes my shoulder 
rhythmically, lulling me to sleep slowly against him. | fight to keep my eyes open, but ultimately, sleep takes 


over. 


"Amelia." 

"Hnnng?" | respond from my sleep. 

"Its time to go." 

| whine loudly as I'm pulled up. 

"Your bags are in the car, come on" 

| sigh and get up. My clothes sit in a tidy pile next to a glass of brandy on the coffee table. | grab both, in 
need of them. 

Roger stands before me, his ironic smirk on his lips again. | give him a supercilious look, almost mocking him. 
There's a glint in his eyes. 

"Don't test me, Amelia Elizabeth." 

| take a deep breath and attempt to remove the look without any luck. My hands shake slightly, belying my 
bluff to him as | dress. Damn my hands. 

He smirk broadens and he takes a step towards me, grabbing my wrists as | hold my jeans in my hands. "Drop 
them." 

My eyes widen and | release my jeans immediately. The look in his eyes slightly terrifies me, and | can't 
understand why. It's a certain hungriness, something that makes him almost look ferocious. | can see a hint of 
his young self in that look from many a picture of him | have seen 

"Good girl. On your knees." 

| lower myself slowly to my knees in front of him. He supports me slightly on the way down, but keeps my 
arms above my head. 


"When | let go, you know exactly what | want you to do, dont you?" 


| look up despite my sudden urge to stare at his feet. A small nod shows him that | know. 

Roger drops my hands. | try to ignore the slight markings his strong hands left, unzipping his jeans. 

He drops a hand against my head, a slight form of affection 

My lips tremble as | take out his cock, trying to measure my breathing. | know | want this, but some innocent 
part of me is reeling inside, fighting against my pervertedness. 

| feel his fingers tighten in my hair, pulling against my scalp. He's holding my head in place. 

"Open" 

| open my mouth, careful to sheath my teeth with my lips. | try to keep my eyes open as he thrusts his dick 
into my mouth, slightly gagging me. My thumbs are held tightly in my fists, a feat that keeps me from 
gagging. 

Roger starts slow and sweet, starting a rhythm for me to get used to. | start to suck softly, running my 
tongue against him here and there. 

Its near impossible to really explain how | feel to be giving my dad's coworker (and possible lover) a blowjob. 
He starts to thrust faster, tilting my head back for a better angle. | grimace slightly at the pain in my scalp, 
but in the end, I'm seriously turned on 

The look on his face startles me. The look he gives me is gentle, almost loving, with a hint of nostalgia. | don't 
know what it is, but it intrigues me. 

His breath quickens, as does mine. He's almost finished, | can feel him about to explode. 


And he does. 


"Here's some mouthwash." Roger stands in the door as | quickly brush my teeth to rid myself of any evidence 
of having his dick in my mouth. 

"Thanks." | know | sound sightly agitated to him, but what can he expect from a teenager that he turned on 
and didn't please. | try not to complain, hoping that we may or may not have some shenanigans on the plane. 

| grab the mouthwash and swish it around my mouth, leaving a minty fresh smell to me. 

A loud knock sounds from the door. "Time to go!" A voice calls. 

| hurry out to Roger and throw on my shirt. My hair's completely fucked up, but | know that | can pass it off 
as bed head rather than |-gave-Roger -a-blowjob-and-he-just-so-happened-to-hold-my-head hair. 

David, Nick, and Rick meet us at the limo. | climb in first, find a nice corner to sit in by myself. | want to 
brood slightly, enjoying the comfortable silence. Rick and Nick sit on either side, and | lean against Uncle Nick's 
arm. He wraps it around me, and | sleep for the short drive to the airport. 


You know what | hate? Fucking airports. However, it seems we're quick to the private jet, an unusual thing for 
me. It's a littler louder on the plane, but | manage to find a more secluded spot for a nap. You wouldn't believe 


how much energy a blowjob can take from you. 


Back in the New York Groove 


| hate airports. Especially the ones in fucking New York. | stand by Roger, David having gone on a different 
flight route with Polly. | don't mind, she's the last person | want to be confined on a plane with for several 
hours. 

Roger grins mischievously at me as we wait for his limo to pull up. | give him a small smile in return, nervous 
to see Jack after all these years. We kept in touch through letters, but he hasn't seen a picture of me in all 
this time. Nor | him. 

The limo pulls up, almost silent against the background noise of this large metropolitan hell known as New York. 
A man steps out from the driver's seat, hurrying around to open the back door for us. He keeps his eyes to 
the ground, almost as if he's a civil servant. | guess he is, in a way. 

| slip into the back with Roger as the man puts our suitcases in the trunk. | don't notice the guy sitting in the 
back at first, not until | sit literally next to him. 

"Long time, no letter." He sounds a lot like Roger, enough to make me look up to him. 

Its weird describing Jack, really it is. He heavily favors Roger's looks (not that that's a bad thing), especially 
his eyes and nose. His dark hair is parted (fucking English brat, as | always told him) on the left, obvious right 
hander. Wow, | sound like Sherlock. 

"| guess you could say I've been rather busy." | grin widely at him, my day brightening up despite my deep 
hatred for cities. 

Roger sits quietly across from us, merely watching our interactions. 

| move a curl back from my face, tucking it behind my glasses. Jack smiles briefly, watching the movement like 
a hawk. | know he wants to talk, but knows that we can't until we're alone. 

Roger clears his throat. "Well, if you two lovebirds are done catching up," His sarcasm is thick at the end, "I 
would love to know if you two are okay with sharing a room?" 

| try to discreetly slide away from Jack, just a few inches, just to make Roger happy. "I'm fine with it" 

"Ditto." Jack also slides a little bit, almost naturally, narrowing his eyes at his father. 

Their resemblance is uncanny, making me a little edgy. "So how have you been?" Roger asks his son. | really 
don't know the whole story of him and Jack, other than Jack's mother had custody of him. 

"Ie been fine, dad." 

"Keeping in touch with your pen pal, | take it?" 

Jack nods. 

"You never did tell me who that was." 

"Just an old friend from school. She was a foreign exchange student, only there for a year. Pretty rad chick." | 
realize that he never told his father that | was talking to him. 

Roger gives him a look, a look that could kill anyone. | cringe slightly as he scrutinizes me, his eyes almost 
hungry but wisely guarded against his son's own prying eyes. 

| give a small yawn, as if I'm tired from the flight. 

"Tired, are we?" Roger raises an eyebrow. 

"Yeah, slightly." | shrug. "| never really did all too well with time zones and flying." 

Roger taps against the glass that separates us from the driver, a universal signal to step on it. 


Fluffy white beds? Hell fucking yes. | plop into mine, the over large comforter puffing up around me. | sigh, 
contented to just lay there all day. 

"Bed comfy?" Jack gives a small laugh and | smile. 

"| could die happy as long as | can be buried wrapped in this comforter." 

"Oh really?" 

"Seriously." 

"| guess | gotta try it" | raise my brow, not sure what he means, until he starts running towards my bed. 
Panicking, | cringe to my left side. He lands half on top of me, half on my right side. He's laughing hard, grasping 
both of my hips as he calms. 

| grab his shoulders reflectively, keeping him from putting his shoulder hard into collar bone. Jack wriggles a 
little, moving his body down a bit. He places both of his arms across my chest, resting his chin on his arms. 
His face reminds me of his father so much, only younger. | blush slightly, but there's something different 
there. Maybe its the kinder eyes, or the slight jester smile curving his lips rather than the condescending 
smirk Roger gives me. 

"Soo." He winks at me. 

"So." 

"How ya been?" 

| drag my fingers through his hair, screwing up its perfection. "Through hell and back, how bout you?" 
"Meh" | smile slightly, recognizing the meh as something | used to do all the time when | was little. "I've been 
better, but y'know, | ain't dead s00000." 

"Got a point there." 

"| always have a point.” 

"Nuh-uh." 

"Yeah huh. 

"| cal bullshit on that" 

Jack starts laughing, something that lights up his entire face. | can't help but break into a grin, as infectious as 
his is. 

"So what do you want to do?" 

"Sleep would be nice." | stretch slightly. 

"Dinner after your nap?" 

"long as it isn't fancy." 

"Promise?" 

"Promise." 


"Later." Jack climbs off of me and meanders away, leaving me to a nice nap before dinner. 


